CHAPTER V

LOST FEATHER BED

I DIDN'T care very much for day school.
The whipping that I got there rather dulled
the flavor of it for me. But I was a prize
pupil at Sunday-school. Father had gone to
America and had saved enough money to
send for the family. I asked my mother if
there were Sunday-schools in America, but
she did not know. In those days we knew:
little about lands that lay so far away.

My boy chums told me we were going to
Pennsylvania to fight Indians. This cheered
me up. Fighting Indians would be as much
fun as going to Sunday-school. A trip to
America for such a purpose was a sensible
move. But when mother exploded the Indian
theory and said we were going to work in a
rolling mill, I decided that it was a foolish
venture.

This shows how much my judgment was
worth. I thought it foolish to go to America
merely to better our condition. But I thought
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